They crashed through the underbrush with all the careful stealth of a hurd of water buffalo. Inside his head, Spencer cursed; he'd told them, told them a hundred 

times, but nobody ever listened. Without the element of surprise, they were all dead; bodies in the ground, with worms 

crawling into their eye sockets. And noise is the enemy of surprise. He looked over this group of marauders: half a dozen 

grey-clad figures in various configurations of armor and weaponry; 4 men, 2 women. All in all, Spencer would have preferred 

some form of terrifying logo to print, but you just didn't have the resources for that kind of thing anymore. Not since the 

government's edict that had seized... well. Esentially everything. Right to property, the constitution said? Screw that, the 

men in charge had said. That was what it meant to live in America now. Oh sure, they talked a big game about personal freedoms 

but when push came to shove they were no better than any common dictator. The resultant chaos had set everyone against each 

other; most just heled up in "safe zones," which tended to consist of whatever area they could defend that had a lot of 

space. As such, the defensability of any area varried wildly; one group had managed to fortify a police station with 

sandbags. Spencer had no illusions about how difficult cracking that nut could get. Fortunately for them though, they weren't 

after one of those. The zone they'd been assigned looked like it had been a store,before, and not a terribly large one, 

either.

As they broke through the trees, Spencer saw the situation clearly: a tiny brook in front of them, and then nothing but open 

space for about 300 feet in any direction, and the store. When the mission was being planned there had been objections. Tad, 

that simpering bedwetter, had gotten all up in arms about it. "These aren't anyone we need fear, hell, they should join us! 

Most of these people are women and children, no threat to anyone, jus trying to stay alive, like we are. How are they any 

different from us?"

The leader of their group, Jac, had put an end to that. "Simple, Tad. Because they aren't us. And they won't be, either. People who can't defend 

themselves are dead weight. That's all that matters now. It's not fair, but when is it?"

Easy for him to say, dozens of miles off. Personally Spencer didn't see why they couldn't offer anyone who made themselves useful in the next 10 minutes a position, 

but it wasn't his call to make. Now, looking at the converted storefront, seing the murder holes where mounted .50-caliber 

machineguns poked out ready to mow down anyone who got close, Spencer felt les ssympathy. He signaled to the group to 

stopwhile he pointed out the guard positions.

"If they see you, you're dead. So don't be seen. In this light we should blend in pretty well, but don't rely on anything. 

And for the eighteenth bloody time, keep your noise down. I'm not carrying anyone dumb enough to get us noticed and his 

stupid ass killed. Understand?" Nods around the group. "Ok." He pointed. "Ashley, you and John go around the back. There's no 

breech point back there, but I want eyes everywhere in case they have people waiting outside to ambush us. The rest of you, 

this way. You two can cover the front entrance while the rest of us go in. That's the only way in or out, fellas, so hold 

that line or this whole thing collapses. But no pressure." He grinned and set off.

Spencer took a huge step of the tiny stream, bypassing it entirely. Tad was less subtle about it, just splashing through the 

thing. Spencer whipped his head around to glare at the man, but it did little good now. The gloomy light was terrible for 

visibility; even people with starlight lenses would be at a disadvantage, the light was too much for scopes and too little 

for eyes. Perfect timing for their purposes.

They were fifty feet from the zone when they heard the low chatter of automatic weapons fire. Spencer immediately threw 

himself prostrate to the ground; the rest were not quite as fast, taking precious secodns to gawk at the building like deer 

caught in headlights. Spencer just rolled his eyes. These people were useless. With propper training, maybe, but you can't 

just stick kevlar on a person and call him a soldier. The gunfire ceased almost as soon as it began. Spencer keyed is radio. 

"Williams. Deverough. Status?" There was no reply. Well, that was that, then. Spencer signaled the remaining force ahead. It 

was good they were going after basically defenseless civilians, he mused; any compitent outfit would tear these noobs apart.

They were running, now, trying to capitalize on the moment of confusion the rest of the team had bought them with their 

lives. They were in almost before they realized it; Tad and Paul covered the door while Spencer and Marc ran into the store. 

Marc saw the turret gun emplacement and backhanded the person manning it away from his station. Spencer was more direct, 

firing a pistol shot into the back of the head of whoever it was that had decided to cover the opposite side.

That single shot resulted in the usual: panic, screaming, crying infants, the lot. Spencer surveyed the group: between 30 and 

50 refugees, mostly middle aged, at least half of them women. There were weapons scattered about in various stages of 

readyness but none of them had any to hand. He smiled. This was too easy.

"Ladies and gentlemen as you have probably guessed, this is a raid. You will not be harmed, but everything you have belongs 

to us n--"

From the corner of his eye he saw a blurr of movement and that was all the warning he got before 135 pounds of press-on nail 

furur was on him, raking and clawing at his face, screaming, kicking, biting. "You BASTARD!" the wild woman screamed in his face, filthy rags of clothing ripping as she vented her rage. As Spencer was wearing light body armor her attacks were largely 

ineffective, but certainly got his attention. "We're fighting for our lives here, and you're just going to take away our only chance? You ca'nt just leave us to die! What kind of fucking monst--"

A three-round burst from an M16 quickly put an end to that nonsense. Spencer screwed up his face in distaste as the woman's 

body fell on him, spurting blood and worse things from the holes in her back. He stepped quickly away but couldn't not 

get some of her on his arm. He wiped it away, annoyed.

"Of course, if you choose to take leave of your senses, well." He gestured, impassively. "That happens."

He was met with cold, dead eyes. There were a few that hated him; most just seemed resigned. Like they feared something 

greater than him. That pissed him off but there was no place for that kind of pettyness here. Instead, he busied himself with 

loading provisions onto the cart that the stupid civilians had so kindly left for them to fill. In under 3 minutes they had 

everything they could imagine needing. There was more, but little of it was useful and most of it was bulky. Spencer thought 

for a moment then decided to leave it; he wanted to be gone from here before anyone grew a spine and did something stupid. 

With a jaunty wave, he pushed the cart outside and set out for the truck.

Leaving was much slower going than ariving, even though it was a straighter shot. The cart's wheels barely moved at all on 

the swampy terrain, and after a few steps, Spencer signaled to Tad and Paul to help him lift it. Between the three of them, 

they made much better time, but it was unweildy, an Spencer didn't like the vulnerable state it put them in. He checked 

himself; they were a minute out and it didn't sound like anyone was coming after them from the store. It should be fine.

"Hey. Boss?" Marc  tugged on his sleve. "We've got company."

Frowning, spencer signaled to the rest to stop moving. Putting the cartload of provisions down for the moment, he surveyed the area. For a few seconds, he saw nothing, but then he realized that his companion was correct. Half a dozen or so shapes were shambling out of the misty light, their clothes in tatters, open soars on their faces oozing blood.

Spencer called out to them. "Stay back, heros! Let's not make this ugly, hey?" If they heard him, they made no sign. Spencer 

sighed. "Alright, fine. We do this the hard way. Tad! You and Paul, get this stuff to the truck. We'll be there in a minute."

Tad glowered at him but did as he was told while Marc and Spencer brought their rifles to their shoulders. At this range, it 

almost wasn't worth it, but Spencer didn't like taking any chances. Contrary to popular belief, the military teaches you to 

go for center mass. The head is a much smaller target, and either way you were just as dead. So without thinking, Spencer 

fired his weapon into the chest of the approaching figure, and Marc did the same. The result was not what Spencer had 

expected. Holes opened up, and blood splashed from them, but not as much as one would expect and within moments, the wounds 

were barely flowing. Mor importantly, nobody slowed down.

Spencer's flesh grew cold. They had heard rumors, of course. All of them did. But no one took them seriously. I mean, how 

could you. Walking corpses? Seriously? Swallowing his unease, Spencer fired again. The bullet took the figure--the slouching 

remains of what might have once been an attractive woman in her mid 30s--right through the heart. She jerked and let out an 

awful low moaning sound, but otherwise did not react. Frowning, Spencer tried a neck shot. Her head whipped back from the 

force of the shot, Spencer could see the dull grey glint of the bullet lodged in her trakia. Which was good, as it shut her 

up, but not exactly the reaction he was going for. With a curse, Spencer brought up his rifle and fired a single shot into 

her forehead. Instantly, the glazed eyes went completely white and the abomination toppled backwards to the ground, splashing 

into the ankle-high muck. Spencer glanced around to see that Marc was staring in slack-jawed horror, while the others had 

wisely moved as fast as they could for the truck. They were almost there. But they weren't yet. It was his job to make sure 

the trukc left with the supplies; like it or not, he wasn't the important one here. 

For a moment, Spencer wondered why the storefront wasn't shooting at anyone; then he remembered: he'd unloaded their guns. 

Oh, well done there, Spencer. Anger twisting his features into a mask, he reached over and slapped his companion in the face. 

Marc turned to him, a look of supersticious awe on his face. "Dont' you see? We have no hope! When the dead rise to reclaim 

us for our sins is there anywhere to hide? Any way to stop them? Is it madness to know that there is no hope? No--" he 

slapped him again. Whimpering, Marc crashed to the ground, scrabbling backwards on feet and elbows. Shit. Not soldiers. 

Spencer kept forgetting. "Come on! Get up! We have to--"

But the group was on them now.  Unencumbered, Spencer skipped backwards, but Marc wasn't so lucky. Before he could scramble 

to his feet, Spencer saw one of the larger men lean down, hands snaking around Marc's shoulders. Lifting him up, the man then 

savagely tore a chunk out of his cheek with his teeth. Spencer was stunned; he'd expected eminent violence, but nothing so... viseral. Marc screamed a piercing shriek as the walking dead descended upon him. In seconds, Spencer could see that they had ripped 

out his throat and were each taking turns to strip the man's bones. They showed a shockingly high amount of teamwork for 

reanimated corpses; one zombie tore off a leg and began eating it, another fed on the warm blood still pumping from the raw, 

red gash in his opened throat and a third was noisily slurping on the man's entrails. The corpse lay, open and steaming, pink 

insides stringing out of his chest cavity while the three zombies ate.

Wait, three? Weren't th--

A sudden pain at the back of his neck sent Spencer into action. Throwing his elbow back he pushed against the soft, pliant 

belly behind him, launching himself forward. The treacherous ground made it difficult for him to get much speed, but he still 

moved faster than zombies. Looking ahead, He saw that Paul and Tad had gotten the cart loaded into the cargo area; Paul was 

in the driver's seat. Of course, they had seen what had happened, but it was easier for them--they didn't have to worry. He 

was so close, -so close- to the truck. The hunt was up, now, echoing moans reverberating through the open air. He could smell 

the thick, pungent stink of the dead from everywhere, blood and flesh falling from the mouths of the man-shaped shells that 

pursued him. if he got inside, he would be safe. And then they could leave. Leave, and tell the world that it was all true, 

that they needed to change their strategy, that it was about pure survival now, nothing to do with politics or ideals or any 

game of conquest.

It was a good plan. He had put enough distance between himself and the remaining zombies that they had little chance of 

catching himin the vital seconds before he could swing himself up and into the truck. He allowed himself a moment to relax, 

his long legs pumping, propelling him towards safety.

His radio squawked, but too late. Then there was the loud, angry report of a bolt action rifle. the sniper's shot took him high in the back, and he crashed to 

the muddy earth. blood blossomed from the hole that had ripped right through his "body armor," he let out a gurgling gasp. He choked and spluttered, more blood bubbling up from the lungs and into his mouth, making it nigh impossible to breath. he could see through fading vision that the truck was moving, coming straight towards him. Him? Were they trying 

to kill him? No, they were in front of him, the shot had been...

Then everything happened at once, and too fast to follow. The first zombie was upon him, tugging with broken teeth at the 

meat of his shoulder. His skin clung oddly to him and the thing that once had been human was forced to grind of him. at the hard muscle, shredding skin, more blood spurting from infected wounds. Then the truck came, scattering zombies left and right like bowling pins. The one that had been worrying at his shoulder flew back and crashed into a tree stump, moaning, and did not get back up again. His femer was snapped, and all he could do was crawl. Another zombie, one of the big ones, actually burst apart when the truck smashed his chest, chunks of rotting gristle and bone flying everywhere.

Spencer looked up with a grateful smile, just in time for the truck's wheel to slam him in the face. Groaning, he pitched back 

down, powerless to avoid the onrushing vehicle. An explosion of pain in his chest as ribs fractured and broke, fragmented 

bone popping through the skin, he screamed. He didn't know how long or how loud he screamed, but it was mostly drowned out by 

the truck's engine. His last thought as he lay broken and bleeding on the ground was to wonder if either of the men in the 

truck even heard him die.

